The End of Old Fuse | Tales from the Outlands 


Walter Fitzroy was one of the finest Legends ever to grace this Arena. None other would come close to matching 
his self-assurance and bravery. Respected by many who admit, and more than don’t. This wouldn’t bother him, 
because he is an icon to those that want to see someone start from nothing, and then have everything. 


This is the story of his death. 


Gibraltar and Mirage are fighting for their lives as they find themselves in the middle of a Prowler Den. 
Gibraltar guns down a pursuing Prowler with his Mozambique Shotgun, spins around to help Mirage and sees 
the Prowler scratch Mirage’s leg as he tries to escape, leaving a large, bleeding gash. Gibraltar tries to shoot the 
Prowler chasing Mirage, but the shotgun shells do very little at this distance. Mirage activates his army of 
holographic duplicates, which all run in opposite directions, but the Prowler easily tracks the scent of his blood, 
locks him in its jaws, and rips him to pieces in mere seconds. 


GIBRALTAR: No! Damn it, I’m sorry, brother! 


Gibraltar looks, disgusted, at the Prowler feasting on Mirage’s remains, and then becomes truly enraged. 
Gibraltar roars at the Prowler with such ferocity that for a moment, the Prowler takes off at a run, never having 
heard another noise quite so terrifying. Gibraltar had closed the distance between them as if there was none. 
Gibraltar had the Prowler backed up, shaking, against a cave wall. He drew his War Axe and proceeded to hack 
the Prowler apart with all of his might. Breathing heavily, Gibraltar drops to his knees in a corner of the cave. He 
looks from the Prowler’s corpse to Mirage’s, and is beset by tears. 


He looks up to see Mad Maggie, who has been sitting on a taller ledge, nursing a flask. Gibraltar notices that 
she is looking down, at Fuse’s torn body. 


MAD MAGGIE: | told him this would happen sooner or later. He should’a stayed with me on Salvo. We were 
goin’ to make somethin’ of ourselves! 


As she speaks, her voice begins to crack, and she eventually breaks out into tears of fury and anguish. 


MAD MAGGIE: Why the hell’d you do it, Walter?! Ya didn’t have to get yerself killed, ya damned idiot! What am 
| supposed to do? Who am | supposed to fight for? What reason do | have to keep going? God damn you, 
Walter! God damn you! 


Mad Maggie draws her Wingman Pistol and aims it at Gibraltar, 
Gibraltar draws his Mozambique and aims it up at Mad Maggie 
GIBRALTAR: | don’t wanna do this Maggie. | didn’t mean to kill Walter; | was just defending myself. 


Mad Maggie stares hatefully into Gibraltar’s eyes, wondering if both of their deaths would make any positive 
impact in the universe. 


She slowly lets down her weapon. 
MAD MAGGIE: ... Oh, God. You’re right. If it wasn’t you, It’d be someone else... 


She sighs, looking immensely distressed. 


MAD MAGGIE: This fucking blood-sport. We’re not ever going to escape this, are we? 
Gibraltar lowers his weapon and sits down on the rock surface. 
GIBRALTAR: I’m so sorry, Maggie. | wish | could help you. 


The Dropship soars overhead, thousands of feet in the air, its engines droning, causing the ground to tremble as 
it goes. They both look up at it, suddenly inspired. They take off running after it. 


MAD MAGGIE: How many of those M.R.V.N.s do they have guarding the Pilot up there? 


GIBRALTAR: only six, but they’re heavily armored. | think it would take more than 5 of us to disable one of them. 
And we can’t bring weapons into the ship. 


MAD MAGGIE: But what if we got everyone on the ship to fight at once? | know it’ll be difficult to convince ‘em 
to work together, but | bet if we say we’d help ‘em escape, we could break through to the cockpit, and take 
control of the ship! 


GIBRALTAR: But would we be able to take it outside the Arena? 
MAD MAGGIE: | don’t know. I’m hopin’ | can access the navigation. We'll figure it out when we get there. 
GIBRALTAR: Alright, but we gotta hurry! It’s starting to lower for the Revival Beacon there! 


At the Revival Beacon, Loba is working its screen, while Pathfinder jumps down from the Dropship. As he falls, 
Mad Maggie quickly installs her Riot Drill into the Beacon, which spews flame out onto the other side, severely 
burning Loba’s face and left hand. She screams in pain, and falls backward into a deep trench that encircles the 
Beacon, then attempts to take off her Jump Drive Bracelet, but the fire causes her skin to stick to the metal, and 
she winces as she runs her fingers over the scorches on her wrist. Mad Maggie jumps down and kicks her over. 
Loba tosses an Arc Star, which sticks to the trench wall and electrocutes Mad Maggie. She roars as she tries to 
escape its radius, ignoring the excruciatingly painful energy coursing through her. Loba readies her Longbow 
DMR, fires at Mad Maggie, and it pierces through her shoulder. when suddenly, Loba is gut-shot by Gibraltar. 
She looks at her wound, horrified, then falls to the ground, and her soul departs without ever knowing the face 
of her killer. 


Gibraltar runs over to Mad Maggie, who has collapsed on the ground now that the Arc Star has finally worn 
out. 


GIBRALTAR: Oh, Maggie! 


Gibraltar takes out some bandages and patches up her Mad Maggie’s shoulder. Then, he prepares a syringe, 
locates a vein, and injects her with Morphine. Her brows loosen, and her eyes slowly shut. 


GIBRALTAR: Hey, come on, Maggie. Gotta stay awake. 


Gibraltar tries to lightly shake her back to consciousness, to no avail. He holds his breath, suddenly tense. He’s 
just heard a noise behind him. He turns to look up at the top of the trench wall, as Pathfinder slowly peers over 
the edge. Gibraltar carefully climbs up the wall and takes out his War Axe. He vaults up, and plants the Axe 
firmly in Pathfinder’s metal shoulder-piece, cutting off the circuitry to his left arm. Pathfinder politely replies, 


PATHFINDER: You killed my buddy. Now you must die. 


Pathfinder fires his Grapple Gun, which lodges itself inside Gibraltar’s leg and pulls him and Pathfinder together 
at dangerous speed. Gibraltar yells in pain, but just as he is about to be hit by Pathfinder, Gibraltar swings his 
Axe through the bulk of Pathfinder’s steel torso. Gibraltar rips Pathfinder’s remaining arm off and leaves the 
rest of him to short-circuit into oblivion. Gibraltar picks up the barely conscious Mad Maggie in one arm and 
fires the Grappling Launcher on Pathfinder’s severed limb with the other. The Grapple attaches to the inner 
ceiling of the Dropship, and its mechanism swiftly propels them both upward. Mad Maggie wakes up as they fly 
towards the Dropship, and panics. She nearly slips free of his arm, but he readjusts his grip. The two of them 
feel a glimmer of hope now, which will be necessary for what lies ahead. 


